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She kept her head down

Looking forward to that day,

That day she could enjoy life again.

That day that she could just roam freely,

She's such a free spirit you see.

Feel the sunshine upon her face, put her toes in the sand, hear the oceans song.

Holding her coffee in her hands and

Leaving her burdens behind.

Laughing, smiling, embracing

Some day, one day....

By Chris Jones

(Re-printed with Permission)
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Cat and Mouse
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What in blazes did she get herself into? The night’s activities started out with a simple game of tag at a friend’s Valentine’s Day costume party, but that was long ago. Somehow the rules had changed. What was fun quickly turned into something complex and dangerous.  

Elorah squelched the yelp threatening to announce her location as she tripped over an uneven surface in the concrete almost falling.  She never thought she’d be in the predicament she was in. A half-man, half-beast was stalking her, and she was running for her life.  

He’s coming. He’s coming. Holy crap! Several times he’d informed her he was different, risky, and yes, bad, but did she listen? Nooo. 

She recalled his words to her at the bar, as his strong, sexy scent and his manly build drew dizzyingly closer to her. “Don’t toy with me, woman. I am not one of your playthings.” She adjusted the round ears atop her forehead, part of her costume for the night, as vivid images of his warm breath caressing her bare shoulder x-rayed themselves into her brain.  It was the last time she saw the Adonis until tonight. 

Oh god. 

A devilish glance weakened her knees and his sexy smirks melted her into a puddle onto the floor- well, not really, but close. However, the wet origin between her thighs, was definitely her soaked panties- a result of endless nights of erotic dreams with him as the main character. Mmm, Elorah had her share of dates in the past but none affected her like him. He was that good. His blue eyes and black hair caused her to sigh with happiness. He was a stud; he knew it and that was the problem. She shook the rapid-fire of indecent images of him out of her head, picked up the long, thin, black tail that dragged behind her short red-colored dress and kept moving. 

He warned her not to tease him, but did she listen? Nooo. She had to poke the bear, or in this case the cougar. Holy hell! He was a shifter. The county was filled with shifters but none she fancied more than Rowan. Saying his name wrought happy shivers through her. She was in trouble. Cat shifters were known for their preference to cuddle, please their partner first, and for their sexual prowess- the latter she was unaware of for the time being, but after tonight’s escapades, who knew what lay in her future? 

If it ended with Rowan on top of her, under her or inside her... She choked, coughing harshly with her sudden dry throat and the vivid images of his amazing nakedness bombarding her mind. Yes, she was in big trouble.

Her legs picked up speed when she heard a loud hissing followed by a roar. Oh god. He’s close. Shit. She veered off to her left almost smacking straight into the corner of a brick building. Run little legs, run. The game of hide and seek, tag, or whatever this was ended long ago, but Rowan wasn’t giving up. When everyone scattered, he didn’t give chase. He set his sights on her and until he caught her, he was going to continue pursuing her. How much further could she go?  She was already tiring, her legs weakening, threatening to buckle under her. She was not a runner and never wanted to be one. 

Exercise wasn’t something she relished or even took part in. She slipped down a narrow alley and held her breath, hoping it was enough to mask the fact that there was a living, breathing being -namely her- near him. Maybe he’d stop, turn around. Go home or return to the party.  Yeah right, and she was the next Powerball winner. She couldn’t go on. Her body begged her to stop. Twinges in muscles she never knew existed zapped spasms throughout her arms and legs. She tore down the nearby alley with a quick prayer to find one of those phone booths people reminisced about or a good Samaritan to dial a number for her.
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Rowan had her- well, almost. When the party divided into two, some hiding with others seeking in the makeshift game, the attendees created, he had already set sight on his target. If she let him, he’d tag her with his body, immersing her with him and branding her with his scent. Then he’d walk away the victor, tossing her compliant, curvaceous body over his shoulder and taking her back to his lair before she opened her luscious mouth to protest. He grinned. Her mouth gave him all sorts of randy thoughts. There were many wonderful things he’d love to do with that mouth of hers, all of which would lead to their mutual sighs of pleasure.  

She didn’t trust him. He didn’t blame her. He warned her about men like him. He also warned her about him. Thank goodness she ignored his sound words of caution enough to find her way into this dangerous predicament. Rowan had waited long enough for her and his patience hung by a thin string, unraveling a little more each day she wasn’t with him. If it was the last thing he did, he was going to break down the invisible wall she imposed between them. 

He drew in the misty air, dewy from the lingering humidity and found her scent immediately. His throat rumbled an appreciative rolling purr. Her scent was stamped in his brain he’d find her anywhere. Her sweet musk teased and delighted him, dancing along his tightly coiled nerves. Swimming within the fibers of his muscles and targeting one firming muscle below, right between his corded thighs. He yowled with the impatient lengthening yearning to rest inside of her.

Despite the folklore, not all rumors were true about cat shifters. Unlike most shifters, he personally knew, Rowan was generous and giving and he would be more so with her. He’d allow her to choose the position he’d take her in though his preference was one where he’d watch her lovely face as she orgasmed, knowing it was because of him. He paced back and forth, unsuccessful in his quest to rid his thoughts of her. Every fiber of his being craved her. She teased him, tempted him and yet didn’t know the distracting power she had over him. Her effect was worse now that she was in heat. For the past week, she was not only attractive to him but to every other shifter out there, too. He roared as he recalled the advances of almost every single male in the facility he worked at. She was unavailable to everyone but him and he’d keep it that way no matter what he had to do. Dropping his lower half to the ground, he licked the back of his large paw to distract himself from his intended and his natural urge to mate. He craved her presence but being around her this past week had been pure torture. All he wanted to do was bed her, claim her, but he wouldn’t do so without her consent.  

Chasing Elorah zapped his energy at times and caused him to consider why he pursued a woman who refused to give in to her wants. Elorah desired him but she wouldn’t let her guard down enough to indulge. Each time she came in contact with him, her floral scent changed into a sultry, tantalizing musk that wafted its way through his nostrils and called to his primal beast. Yet, he didn’t need to pursue her, and, on more than one occasion, he asked himself why. 

Countless women were available to him and it wasn’t his ego talking. It was a shifter thing. For some reason, women were drawn to shifters, especially of the feline variety, to which he was a proud, long-standing member. Rowan had his fun with women in the past and he enjoyed almost every one of the experiences and never received any complaints. He made sure their time together was mutually enjoyable before he let the woman leave or in most cases, before he left- and he had certain rules. Spending the night with a female was out of the question, forbidden for all but the one he’d mate with. He also never showered with any of them. Water play was reserved for his female- the one he’d give his heart and his life to. 

The fact that Elorah was a virgin shouldn’t excite him, but it did. Granted, she didn’t fit the definition of what humans called a virgin, but she confessed to him one day while a bit tipsy, that she’d never been with a shifter. Though the idea of men handling her, pawing at her, making love to her incredibly delectable and delightful body had him itching to smash something, he was more than proud to know he’d be her first cougar and her last lover. For after she lay with him there would be no other suitors. He’d make sure of that.

If only Elorah would give herself to him. He’d happily accept her gift. The fun; however, was in the chase though he yearned for the blissful, inevitable conclusion with her moaning beneath him. Ever since she appeared in his life, she invaded his thoughts, his daily routine and his nightly dreams which ended in multiple, unsatisfying morning glories. He yowled again, this time louder, echoing his grave need. He longed to have her- his partner standing beside him in the morning and his lover warming his bed at night. She was the only one who could fulfill his need and fill the empty, loneliness inside him.

“Rowan. Stop!”  Her voice carried across the short distance, pinging its vibrational sound directly into his sensitive ears.

“When I catch you, you will be mine!” He roared.

“No, Rowan, please.”

“You’re mine.” He growled. If she didn’t know who she belonged to, she would soon.

He found her cowering around the corner of a building, peering out from its brick wall Attempting to search for him in the darkness but her human eyes weren’t as sharp as his cat’s. She found him but only when he pounced toppling her to the ground. Her eyes widened with alarm and her luscious mouth opened but shut tight when he licked across it, happy to have tasted her. 

“Aack!” She exploded with a grimace and then a shudder, holding her arm in a protective maneuver over her face. She attempted to scurry back across the ground. He placed a paw across her shoulder stopping her. “Rowan?  Is it you?  Please answer me!” Her voice hitched and her breathing burst forth in a jagged, uneven cycle. 

He lowered his head and nodded seconds before lifting his paw off her. The last thing he wanted was to scare her. 

She lifted to a sitting position and reached for him. He let her run her fingers over his face, the top of his ears, and across his body, relishing in her touch, sharing his contentment of her perusal of him with rolling purrs. 

“I’ve never touched a wild animal before. I mean...” She laughed instead of completing her sentence. “Not that you’re a wild animal or at least I don’t think you are but, wow, you’re really beautiful.” She ruffled his fur with gleeful squeals that warmed his heart. His cougar form pleased her, and this stirred up a private part of his heart that yearned to protect and take care of her. She leaned over and did something unexpected. Kissed his cheek. Her arms flew up in the air with a scream as he reared back with her unexpected gesture of tenderness. Rowan waited forever for this moment. Sadly, it was his cougar she kissed. Before he gathered his thoughts, she moved away. “Rowan,” she screamed as she scurried to a stand.  “Please...You don’t want me like this.”

Breathing in her incredible, knee-weakening aroma, he huffed at her comment. Her plea confused him. Of course he wanted her- in any way, any time and any place. Right now would be perfect. He considered the meaning behind her words and after several long seconds realized she was right. He scented her trepidation and fear with a raised eyebrow. He didn’t expect this reaction. He wanted her willing, not scared.

He chuffed. She was right. He wanted her consent and her craving him as he did, her. Her consensual, supple body succumbing to his desire beneath him- the mere thought vibrated pleasant chills across his furry form. He’d never take her against her will, no matter how much his beast urged him to claim and conquer her, he wouldn’t do it. She’d have her freedom and she’d come to him willingly but come to him, she would, for they were meant to be together. He glanced back down the long road leading to the house where they originally started this game. His shoulders dropped in defeat. Tonight would not be the night. 

He fled from her while she called his name, confused at his retreat. He had to return to human form but not before he found some clothes. When he was a good distance from her but not too far, he stopped. Rising to stand on two feet, he lifted his arms into the air and watched as his fur receded, replaced by skin. His nails retracted and perfect white teeth magically appeared where fangs once lingered. His long, majestic tail retreated into his rear and his ears molded back into less sensitive ornaments on his human head. 

He blinked several times, re-focusing his eyes to the darkness while rolling his neck side to side, listening to the subtle cracking as he planned his next maneuver. Spying a nearby clothes line, he sprinted toward it and rifled through the line of bras, panties, and found a small row of pants belonging to a man. Perfect. Pulling out labels from each, he tugged on a pair in his size, the clothespins holding them in place springing into the air, ripped into two and fell to the ground. He snapped the pants into the air and slipped into each pant leg, sliding up the elastic band quickly; all the while conscious of the time he’d been away from Elorah. Unfortunately, the man left no shirts available to him and Rowan was running out of time. He headed back to where she’d been. His heart filled with pride as he found her searching for him; but, part of him urged him to proceed without her. She was scared and he left her without a word. Elorah was a complicated woman and there was no easy explanation for anything when it came to her.  Did he have the patience and energy to untangle what occurred tonight and why when all he wanted was to throw her into his bed and enjoy her the rest of the night? He stared at her, beyond her notice, and contemplated his next move. 

After several more seconds, he turned toward the house, determined to head back to the party with his head held high while he was still able. Being this close to her tempted him to pounce and play but she was unwilling to participate. He willed his legs to move toward the house, left foot first, then right, then left again and stopped.  He sensed a shift in movement behind him and a steady tension suddenly lifting. A heavy whoosh of air escaped her and then he found himself at an impasse. She was his mate, she needed him and, damn it, he couldn’t leave her.  

He ignored the painful panging of his heart. He wanted her, badly, but now was not the time. He took care in monitoring his voice, making sure it was low and unthreatening before he uttered his question. “Are you coming?”

She poked her head out from behind the metal warehouse of a building but hesitated. Her eyes widened and she stared at him with a lovely look of innocence that he wanted to reward with passionate kisses. Elorah was the most beautiful woman. She was perfect for him. If she rejected him, he would roam the Earth in sorrow, but he’d never find anyone who’d come close to all she was. 

“You’re safe. I won’t try anything.” He held his hand out for her to take it. She inched forward, stopping a few steps before she reached him. He waited. She took a few steps more and then backed up quickly when he suddenly grinned wide with mischief. 

“I’m sorry,” he said, noticing his error. “I promise you are safe with me.” He offered his hand out to her again and this time she placed her small one within his. He wrapped his fingers around her delicate sign of trust, sighing with the contact of skin-to-skin. One day she’d be his. He’d wait the rest of his life if he had to. She was worth every second.  
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Elorah took several deep breaths to calm her tense nerves. How could Rowan do this to her?  Was he kidding, parading around her shirtless?  Lord almighty, the man was gorgeous and so freakin’ hot and sexy with his clothes on but now that his delightful, sculpted body was inches from her fingers... Aack! Her breathing escalated as she gazed over his bronzed, broad shouldered chest. The urge to touch him overpowered her but she reeled it in before she made a mistake she couldn’t undo. My god, even his nipples look delicious! Her mouth watered as she gazed over him, sneaking long peeks without his notice. Her gaze skipped down his chest to the top of the tight pants he wore and to the yummy bulge straining the front. Wow. Did she cause that? Did he find her attractive? How amazing! Rowan was handsome. He was impressive and why he spent so much time with her when there were more beautiful women around was a mystery to her. 

Elorah didn’t know a thing about shifters but she knew, for some strange reason, she was highly attracted to Rowan. Were they all well-endowed? She hoped so. Still, with Rowan she might never know because one night with Rowan was impossible. Where did he get the sweatpants?  He was a cougar minutes before and shifters didn’t wear clothes when they returned to human form. Never mind where he found the pants, she would’ve loved to have seen him naked. Oh god!  Her head swirled with images of Rowan in the buff. The ground became a bit gravelly and she found it hard to walk as a fuzzy awareness filled her head. She caught herself before her eyes rolled to the back of her head with pure joy. A sudden urge to lick Rowan all over until he begged for mercy overcame her. If he kept it up, she might have to plead him for mercy. Focus, Elorah, focus.

She squared her jaw, determined to be strong. Reaching her hand overhead, she slipped off the ridiculous mouse ears. It was the only costume her roommate had left and though wearing a costume was voluntary; she wasn’t one to spoil a party concept. Sadly she had no alternative since costumes were only available once a year it seemed but even so, she wouldn’t have had the time to browse through countless racks searching for one in her size before heading up to the endless cashier lines at the front of the store to buy one. Of course, Rowan shared his opinion of her costume after he handed her a dozen yellow roses in celebration of Valentine’s Day, and right before they played their first game. He was amused. Apparently, she entertained him, and he had no difficulty showing her how else she affected him. She peered down at the obvious tenting of his sweatpants, which grew larger in the few minutes since her last notice. She still didn’t know where he found the pants, but she understood why he wore them.  It was an unnaturally cool night, but it did nothing to hide what was underneath.  Apparently Elorah had more of an effect on him than she guessed.  

As if he read her thoughts, he turned toward her, raking his unsettling ocean blue gaze across her body. Her cheeks heated while she attempted to slip her hand out of his, ready to run away as fast as she could and continue the never-ending game they started, but her attempts were foiled by the tightening of his grip.

“You’re beautiful.” He returned his attention to the view up ahead, moving steadily in the direction of the house they were both invited to.

“You’re sweet.” She didn’t know what else to say. She figured she was pretty, maybe even cute, but beautiful was a stretch for her curvy, plus-sized figure. 

“I’m calling it as it is. You’re ravishing and don’t know it.” He ended the sentence with a deliberate wink. 

Now she knew Rowan was either drunk off his butt or dazed by the moonlight. Did the moon affect cougars like it did wolves? She’d have to look it up online, later, to find out. In the meantime, no one ever called her ravishing. Was Rowan out of his mind or just stoned? She snorted at the thought.  He stopped in his tracks. What was he up to? There was something peculiar in his eyes though she couldn’t quite pinpoint the difference. He regarded her like a predator to prey. Oh no! She yelped, tugging her arm away from him but it yanked back in his powerful grip.  

“Why did you stop?” She asked.

“Why do you resist me?”

“I thought you said I was safe with you.”  Her heart beat kicked up speed as Rowan closed in on her. “What are you doing?” Her back hit a wall and he towered over her, cornering her against the building until he covered her with his broad hairless chest. She breathed in his amazing cologne but there was something else more pungent, raw and dizzying to her senses. It rattled her brain and threatened her focus. Maybe it was pheromones or maybe it was just him? He released her hand and placed his on each side of her to prevent her from escaping. Damn him for knowing her instinct to flee. Or was it the cougar that knew? She was never sure.  After a little more than one solid year of his advances, she was surprised she didn’t succumb yet. She wanted to- oh boy did she want to. She felt her body betray her, weakening her knees and sliding down the wall until Rowan’s big, brawny arms stopped her descent. He slid his hands underneath her butt cheeks and lifted her up, giving each a sound squeeze when she stood again. Then he smiled that all-star, stellar grin. Holy crap. She was in trouble. He tilted her chin up to meet his eyes and spoke.

“I asked you a question. I want to know the answer.” The combination of his husky voice and his penetrating eyes scouring over her body taking every inch of her in and then returning to gaze into her eyes, awaiting her response almost did her in.  

“I-I’m not sure why...actually.”

“I think I know.  You’re scared to be with me because you fear I might be the one.”

Did he just read her mind? How did he know? Even if he was right, which he was, how could he make a bold statement like that with such confidence? That was Rowan. He was self-assured, courageous and he never backed down from what he wanted- never.

She tried to side-step him, but he blocked her. When she tried the other side, she met his firm, amazing body.

“Please... Rowan...”  She whined. Oh my god, he was fascinating. She was almost ready to give in, but she couldn’t. No. She had to remain strong but how much longer could she hold out before she let him in? No, no. She couldn’t give Rowan one inch because he’d take a yard and run with it. She’d been with men like Rowan and she couldn’t let herself fall; it was too painful. Well, maybe not men exactly like Rowan, for she’d never been with a shifter, but men seemed all the same with one purpose. The men in her past lied to her, used her and then left her. She couldn’t do it again even if there was the remote possibility he might be the one. Besides, they were colleagues, and what if it didn’t work? If she tried with Rowan, he’d want it all. He’d expose protected areas within her to vulnerability and she couldn’t let that happen despite his charm, allure, and his freakin’ hot, out of this world sexiness.

“I want to hear those words but in a different setting.” He growled, lowering his head to hover his kissable lips mere inches from hers.

Her breath caught. The things he said had her giddy and her mind reeling with sordid images. Unfortunately, she loved this side of him. 

“How long are you going to run from me?”  His eyelids heavy, partially covering his stellar blue irises, he raked his gaze over her mouth.  

“I can’t...  Besides, there’s others... lots of women available... to you.” She pointed at the house, indicating where he could find all the wanton females who’d gladly slip into his bedsheets, maybe all at once. However, the images of him with other women caused a sudden sour taste in her mouth which threatened to turn into something more. Why did she say that to Rowan?  Why did she point out there were other women?  She didn’t want him with any other female. The idea of him with another was abhorrent and disgusting. She felt her anger rise up in her belly and burn through her veins fueled by the darker negative emotions of possession and jealousy. She’d claw the woman’s eyes out he chose to bed. Well, maybe not, since she wasn’t a shifter, but she’d kick her or insult her or do something.

“Do you know how special you are to me?  How long I’ve waited?”  She closed her eyes as he caressed her left cheek with his hand. He lowered his head to the juncture between her neck and the beginning of her shoulder and teased her with his warm breath, letting it sweep across the sensitive area, effectively zinging her private areas with erotic awareness and blasting them with rolling waves of pleasure.

Her head slipped back, allowing him greater access. She closed her eyes and murmured his name repeatedly, lost in his sensual trance. She licked once, twice across her lips while her breathing took on a more rapid cycle. 

“Oh Rowan, Rowan.” She stopped her murmurs when he kissed her neck. He paused but only briefly before he planted a trail of kisses down to the tip of her shoulder. My lord, the man was good. The proof was in her soaked panty and the bulge he rubbed against her belly as he explored her. She curled her toes, surprised that the gesture wasn’t just read about in books, but that people actually did that. With Rowan’s amorous seduction and ardent attention to her, the maneuver was natural. When she opened her eyes, she widened them in surprise at finding his shocked look. 

She raised her eyebrows with concern.  “Are you okay?” Everything he did was wonderful. Why did he look at her like she sprouted horns? 

Slowly at first, his smile lengthened.  “You’ve rendered me speechless.” He tilted his head to one side, sliding several fingers through random strands of her hair. “What can I do to convince you to change your mind? I’d give you the world if I could.”

She sighed. She was familiar with promises, having heard them several times before, in empty speeches made by men who never followed through. Rowan; however, was a friend. He was comfortable and fun to be with. She poured her heart out to him, on occasion, because he was a good listener. He was reliable, protective, smart, and, she genuinely liked him. However, a future with him, with no escape plan, was scary and impossible.
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Another fitful, sleepless night and Rowan’s nerves were on edge. Everyone advised him to give up, even his buddy Roger, which surprised him. His friends knew Elorah, even liked her but she’d never been with a shifter and venturing into the unknown wasn’t comfortable for her. They didn’t understand what Rowan saw in her to keep pursuing her when she’d played a cat and mouse game with him for over a year now. He found it funny when she showed up in a mouse costume yesterday. How fitting. What his friends didn’t understand was that eventually the mouse was caught and Elorah wasn’t leaving this game single. 

He scented the air, strolling past a maze of cubicles until he found her, where else, but in the copy room. As a case manager, physical evidence was the rule and she was almost always in here. As soon as he walked through the door, she took his breath away. He found her bent over the machine, her long, brown hair flipping forward to mask her beautiful face. She lifted up and spied him as he walked into the room.

“Rowan.” She smiled, a dazzling sparkle to her eyes attesting to her recognition of him. “Did you need to use the copier?”

“No.” He returned her smile with a sexy smirk. He didn’t come to the copy room for work. He was searching for her.

“I thought we might-“ His words were interrupted by a man rushing into the room.

“There you are. I’ve been looking everywhere for you.” Jace said.

“Oh?” Elorah murmured. Rowan watched Jace from across the room. What was he up to? He’d spied Jace around Elorah more than usual and was curious about his intentions with her. Rowan warned Elorah about men like Jace but didn’t know if she would  heed his warning.

“Later, you and me. Let’s see what those legs can do.” Jace pointed between them and winked. Rowan snarled. His hands, hanging down at his sides, he balled them up into fists, readying them for a fight.

“I’ll pick you up at seven babe, okay?” Jace offered, stepping toward the exit.

“Well...”  she glanced toward Rowan.

“Be ready. And bring those rocking legs of yours. We’re going to light up the club.”

Rowan growled and stepped into Jace as he attempted to leave.

“Down kitty.” Jace patted his shoulder.  “Meowrr.”

Rowan flattened his shoulders and pumped his fists. “You better watch it, Jace.”

“She’s not yours and she’s not your property. Now, out of the way.”

“I’m keeping an eye on you.” Rowan warned with a sneer.

“Yeah, okay, bad kitty.”

“Just because you have a pack doesn’t make you tougher than me.” Rowan shouted after him. 

“Just let him go, Ro. He’s not worth it.”  Rowan loved it when her mouth formed his nickname. He wanted to reward her pout with a long, passionate kiss and one day he would, despite her resistance. He returned her gesture of tenderness by using her nickname.

“Lor, you need to be careful.  I warned you about his kind.”

“His kind or just him?” Her girlish giggle untangled his tension. If she only knew how cute she was and how much he wanted to reward her for being so adorable. Elorah might be hard to capture but his friends were wrong. She was worth the chase. Her playful side kept him in the game and captivated him like no other.

“You need to be careful.” Rowan almost growled.

“I’ll be fine.”

“You don’t understand. He’ll have you on your back in seconds.” Rowan came closer to her until they were inches apart. 

“And you won’t?” Elorah tilted her head to one side. One elegant eyebrow shot up.

“Not without your consent.” Rowan meant it. He’d never force a female but not all shifters shared this understanding. “And which club is he taking you to?”

“The new one that opened up. You know the one for your kind, what’s it called, Alley Cats? It just seemed interesting to Jace and me. He brought it up. He wanted to check it out.” She stopped speaking and eyed him. “You want to come along?”

His eyebrows shot up. “As a third string, no thank you.” Rowan turned and walked out the door but not before he heard her call to him.  He paused in the entry way.  

“Please don’t be mad.”

“How do you want me to feel? You’re going to a club with another man.”

“But I go out with you, too?”

He looked at her across his shoulder and pointed at the doorway.  “Not like that you don’t.” She had to know what he meant, and she was right.  They went out, quite frequently in fact, but this time she was going on a date and she never allowed Rowan to take her on one. They were friends but he wanted more. He couldn’t stick around. The thought of her in the arms of another man was too much to bear.

She looked down at the ground. A long silence ensued. 

“I’m sorry, Ro.” With that, he took off.
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Rowan refused to speak to her the rest of the day. Except for the casual one liner in response to her questions or requests, he said very little and that was unlike the chatty, confident cougar. Hurting him wasn’t what she planned but apparently, it happened. The last thing she wanted to do was create distance between them while she tried to figure out what type of relationship she wanted with him.

Rowan didn’t seem to understand her. Dating Jace wasn’t her intention but he asked, and she didn’t want to decline his invite and embarrass him in front of Rowan and besides, she was going out to dance, that’s it. Elorah was going out with Jace to have fun but agreeing to a date with Rowan...well...  Rowan was different. With Jace, she was free to have fun and throw caution to the wind because she wasn’t serious about him, but Rowan was on another level. Dating Rowan would turn serious as soon as she said yes. There was nothing casual about the intense cougar shifter that seemed to want more than she was ready for; still, she didn’t want to hurt him.

Worry and guilt consumed her throughout the day. Rowan was avoiding her and not acting himself. She missed her friend. It was silly and unwise, but she wished Rowan would tag along with her and Jace. She kept asking herself why and she realized Rowan was a comfort to her and she was unsure about Jace’s intentions.

Jace had only recently showed an interest in her, though she didn’t understand why. Suddenly shifters of all kinds were talking to her and it was strange and confusing. It started with some of the guys in the accounting department and
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